sne  aaaea wicn a prorouna  sweeuness made me feel that my heart was too full.
One evening mother looked at me archly after one of our talks. Then she said, " Come, childie." And I found out the secret, that which " had made it impossible " for mother to care " what happened to friends and relatives " because she had been so " occupied with other things." Unknown to me, for years, almost since the day on which I had graduated from high school, mother had been keeping and increasing that secret. In a huge wooden box there lay piled piece upon piece of embroidered linens for bride and bed, and fine laces ready to be used for years to come, as well as hand-made samplers fashioned after the pattern of her own girlhood. There was a table cloth of black." fisher's net," as mother called theor she came to America, and her mother died with-
